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Unbecoming Jealousy 


by Deminos 


Summary 


Mob boss Arthur Pendragon owns Merlin Emrys, mind, body, and soul...especially his 
body. The contract that Merlin signed in order to pay back his father’s debt ensures that. 
It’s a business arrangement, and that’s all it will ever be. After all, Pendragons don’t do 
emotions; emotions are liabilities. Or at least, that’s what Arthur keeps telling himself. But 
if that were so, then why is he so damned jealous? 


Notes 


Yes, yes... I confess to having a gifting addiction. Anyways~~ Thank you to 
La_ Temperanza who swooped in to save my arse and beta'd the hell out of this fic. Also! 
Neuroticnick created fanart! 


Written for Merlin sex stars and while this fic is part of a series, it can be read as a stand 
alone. 


For once Merlin is the first one awake. There’s a moment where he’s disoriented; it’s not his own 
room that he wakes up in, or even Arthur’s room at the Pendragon manor. It’s the bedroom of 
Arthur’s real home, the Manhattan penthouse that he actually returns to after he does his...job. 
This room isn’t dissimilar from his other bedroom. If Merlin doesn’t know that Arthur’s favorite 
color is red by now, then something is sorely wrong because it’s everywhere. He finds it strange; 
aren’t mafia bosses meant to despise the color red? Isn’t it meant remind them of all the lives they 
take in the name of whatever they deem important at the time? It's too harsh of a color to look at 
this early in the day, so slowly Merlin turns around. He doesn’t know if seeing Arthur’s face first 
thing in the morning is that much better. 


Arthur looks like any other person when he sleeps: peaceful and without a care in the world. The 
curt expression on his face is softened, his lips parted ever so slightly as he exhales puffs of warm 
air and it makes his body moves up and down as he breathes He looks younger when he sleeps, 
but Merlin knows that appearances are deceiving. He’s felt the cold metal of Arthur’s gun before. 
Even now Arthur keeps it tucked underneath the pillow, always within reach. 


It’s a beast of a man that slumbers next to Merlin, not a misunderstood youth. 


To think that only months ago Merlin had traded his virginity and freedom to pay off a debt that 
wasn’t even originally his. He should be grateful that Arthur was kind enough to accept the offer. 


Merlin can’t help himself. Shuffling forward, he reaches to touch Arthur’s cheek, feeling the heat 
that seeps into his palm. Arthur’s cheekbone is sharper than he had originally thought. He allows 
his fingertips to brush against Arthur’s jaw line, noticing the slight resistance as he drags his 
fingers across the grain of Arthur’s stubble. 


Letting out a soft grunt, Arthur leans into the touch before sinking deeper into the pillows. His 
eyes flicker rapidly behind his eyelids as he dreams. Merlin takes this as his cue to leave. Arthur 
definitely isn’t a morning person and Merlin doesn’t really want to witness that. Neither does he 
think his body can handle another bout of morning love maki—sex. Morning sex maybe, fucking 
definitely, but not love making. What they do together is nowhere near anything that resembles an 
act of love. 


It’s hard to find his clothes. They’re scattered everywhere and cautiously tiptoeing around makes it 
a fraction harder than it needs to be. Merlin finds his pants on the nightstand, his shirt on the floor 
and somehow, his underwear on the door knob. It’s a frilly, lacy item and Merlin grimaces when 
he notes the...stains of his own making on the sultry design. He’d rather do without them then. It 
doesn’t take long for him to get ready, and he takes a moment to fix his frazzled hair in the mirror. 
He makes sure to remember to shut the door very quietly behind him as he leaves. All is quiet and 
well as he creeps down the hall. 


“Walk of shame, really? Thought you’d be past that by now,” says a voice drenched in wry 
amusement. 


Merlin doesn’t know what shocks him more: that there’s another presence in the apartment, or that 
the man speaks with an Irish lilt that Merlin hasn’t heard since forever. Whichever reason it is, it’s 
enough to have Merlin trip over his own feet and he falls back against the wall like some sort of 
frightened feline. “Who are you?” he demands, “No, wait. What are you doing here?” 


“Oh,” the man’s eyes light up, “from London are you? I’m Ireland bred and born myself. The 
name’s Gwaine by the way. Gwaine O’Callaghan, at your service.” 


“Okay.” Merlin licks at his lip nervously, wondering if he should scream and if that would be 


enough to alert Arthur. “What are you doing here?” 


“Just here to talk to boss when he wakes up, about the business and all that jazz.”” Gwaine 
rummages through the fridge to pull out a cold bottle of beer. “Also, I have a feeling you’re trying 
to leave. Think you can stay? I really don’t want to talk to him while he’s in a bad mood and I 
know he will be if he wakes up and you’re not here.” 


“You’re drinking,” Merlin states as he watches Gwaine crack open the bottle top and take a long 
drink. “It’s morning.” Merlin finds it within himself to sit on the chair next to the coffee table. He 
wrinkles his nose a little bit when Gwaine does the same, only instead he leans back and rests his 
feet on the table. 


“Didn’t do enough of it last night, so making up for lost time now.” Gwaine grins roguishly. 
Merlin has no doubt that such a smile has been the cause of much heartbreak in the past. 


“T’m Merlin,” he says, reaching for the pot of coffee that he didn’t notice before and helping 
himself to a cup. The movement makes him wince and while Gwaine doesn’t say anything, his 
grin does get a tiny bit wider. 


“I know who you are. Everyone knows who you are. You’re Pendragon’s darling,” he teases, 
lighting up a cigarette and offering one to Merlin who politely declines. 


That actually shocks Merlin a bit, because he didn’t realize that...that many people knew. “And 
no one’s...said anything?” 


“What?” Gwaine frowns, running his hand along the stubble on his jaw. “Oh,” he chuckles. “Of 
all the things that could possibly be the end of Arthur Pendragon, it’s definitely not going to be 
because he prefers buggering men. Don’t worry, you’re golden.” 


Merlin’s used to men being crass--he works at a bar and that’s not exactly the place of gentile 
politeness--but hearing it being applied to his situation puts it on a different level entirely. “You’re 
terrible,” he groans, drinking his cup of coffee to hide the embarrassed flush on his face. 


“So [ve heard.” The smoke wafts up into the air, the tresses of pale grey fading under the beams 
of sunshine that stream in through the windows. “In all seriousness though, thanks for biting the 
proverbial bullet. The boss was getting insufferably nasty before you came along. Should’ ve 
known it was due to a dry spell.” 


“Gwaine,” Merlin pleads. It’s far too early to be dealing with this and they barely know each 
other. “Do you ever just...not talk?” 


Gwaine makes a face, as if the mere thought was not only something inconceivable but a fate 
worse than death. “And be met with silence? Never.” 


Merlin can’t help but laugh at that. When he calms down there’s a lull in the air, enough for him to 
mutter, “It’s just sex promised via a contract. It’s not like it means anything more.” 


“Nope,” Gwine tuts and he settles his feet down in favour of leaning forward. He places his 
elbows on the table as he butts out the smoke, crushing it against the glass of the ashtray. “He 
didn’t have to agree to your offer. Trust me, there’s far more profit in other things--like selling off 
your organs or actually selling you into human trafficking--than just bumping uglies with you.” 


Merlin pales at the newfound information. It’s a bit disconcerting that Gwaine just slathers butter 
on some toast and munches on it happily as he discusses the more grotesque side to the 
underground, just as easily as he comments upon the state of weather. 


“Arthur...doesn’t really do that, does he?” 


“The organ selling? Nah, far too messy.” Gwaine takes another bite of his toast, but doesn’t 
comment on the rest. “Pendragons are a lot more classy when it comes to the family business.” 


Merlin wonders what else he doesn’t know about Arthur’s business and he’s not sure if he ever 
wants to find out. “So what do you do then?” 


“I do whatever needs to be done.” Gwaine shrugs as he claps the crumbs off his hands. 


“Jack of all trades, are you?” Merlin says as he smiles into his coffee. Gwaine’s a nice bloke; 
messy in that scoundrel sort of way. But still, he’s honest and it’s refreshing. 


“T’m multitalented.”’ Gwaine sips his beer, the residue liquid making his lips gleam. Then he grins 
in such a filthy, knowing way that it has Merlin blushing to his very bones. 


“Is everyone in the mafia required to be some sort of sexual deviant?” Merlin snaps hotly. 


Gwaine looks far too merry at that question. “I’m sure you weren’t complaining about that last 
night,” he says with a leer. 


“Mornin’,” Arthur says with a yawn as he walks into the kitchen, his voice soft and rough from 
just waking up. He's wearing only his black trousers without an ounce of shame, his leather belt 
still undone with the first button of his fly open. There are marks all over his body, the streaks of 
crimson on Arthur’s back, the dapples of pinks and red that run along his neck and chest. At the 
scandalous sight Merlin swallows thickly, mentally recalling the origins of every mark. How last 
night, over-sensitised and wanton he had clawed at Arthur, begging for more and showing his 
thanks though kisses and breathless begging. 


Arthur takes a bleary glance at the table, eyes narrowing at the scruff marks. ““Gwaine. Feet on the 
table again and I'll make sure you won’t have the chance to do it next time.” 


“Good morning, Princess,” Gwaine drawls, casually ignoring the threat. “How do you suppose I 
do my job if I’ve no toes to run on?” 


“You'll manage.” Rummaging through the fridge Arthur pulls out a bottle of milk, uncaps it and 
drinks right from the bottle. It’s such a messy habit, one that seems far too human for the likes of 
Arthur. When Arthur sits down he purposely touches Merlin. “What are you here for?” 


Merlin feels the grazing touch that travels along his neck. The heat that bleeds from Arthur’s touch 
makes him shiver. Merlin blames Arthur for this, making his body so wanton, so easily tempted by 
the flesh. He’s unable to remember what it was like before all the sex. 


Gwaine for once has the audacity to ignore Arthur’s ministrations. “Just a bit of things to run by 
you. Nothing that’s too urgent.” 


Arthur grunts, reaching for the neat stack of cigars that are always ever present upon the table. 
“And yet you’re here at nine in the morning.” He uses the guillotine to cut the ends off, lighting it 
with the Zippo retrieved from his pocket. 


“Cause I wanted to spend the day with Percy. Apparently there’s a bar that brews their own cider 
and it tastes like apple pie, so I’m going to head there with him. ...After finishing things for you, of 
course,” he adds hastily. 


“Well I’m afraid you’re going to have to cancel. You’re taking Merlin to the shooting range 
today.” 


Merlin ignores the hand that slides further down his neck and trails along his spine before settling 
on the small of his back. “Um, the shooting range? Why?” 


“Gwaine’s going to teach you how to use a gun.” 


“Why?” Furrowing his eyebrows, Merlin glances from Arthur and Gwaine, suspicious. “Isn’t it 
just point and shoot?” 


“And that’s exactly why you need to be taught.” A gush of smoke rushes out between his lips as 
Arthur scoffs and rolls his eyes, “As a precaution.” 


“Why as a precaution?” 


“Tt’ll be fun,” Gwaine muses. “Everyone should know how to defend themselves, just in case.” 
He glances Arthur and smiles. “Though, not too sure that you’ ll ever need it with the way the 
princess is latching onto you like some sort of leech, but better safe than sorry.” 


“You'll have breakfast,” Arthur orders, mindful enough to ensure that the smoke from his cigar 
doesn't go anywhere near Merlin's face. “Then Lancelot will drive you to the shooting range.” 


“Or, Merlin,” Gwaine says, “We could take Sharlene instead.” 
Sharlene’? Merlin asks. 


“My motorbike, my pride and joy,” Gwaine coos as he lets out a love struck sigh. “I could give 
you a ride if you’d like.” 


“He will not be taking a joyride on your death machine,” Arthur says curtly before Merlin can 
even reply. 


“Arthur. If we’re going to be heading the same way we might as well--” 
“No.” 


“Another time then, Merlin.” Winking salaciously, Gwaine jerks his thumb in Arthur’s general 
direction. “Best keep the princess happy.” 


Amused, Merlin darts a playful look at Arthur.““He calls you princess,” he laughs. “Why’s that?” 


“Because he has a death-wish.” The glare that Arthur shoots Gwaine is one of sharp warning. The 
one often shared between long time friends. “I need to go get ready. Merlin, hurry up and finish 
your breakfast. Lance will drive you home to get another change of clothes, then to the shooting 
range. Gwaine, follow me.” 


“Tell you the story later,” Gwaine says with a saucy wink. Then he’s off, following Arthur into 
the study. 
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Merlin will be the death of him, Arthur concludes as he watches the outside scenery fly by with 
vague disinterest. He doesn’t even remember how it had happened. One day Merlin was nothing 
but a warm, tight body and now he’s...so much more. Enough to be a risk, enough to the end of 
him. And yet--despite the fact that he’s always prided himself with his self control--Arthur’s 
unable to stop himself from glutting on everything that is Merlin 


“To the firing range, sir?” asks Lancelot, eying Arthur through the rear view mirror. 


“Yes, let’s hope Merlin hasn’t shot himself in the foot.” 


“He’s with Gwaine,” Lance says, always acting as the voice of reason. “He’s being well taken 
care of.” 


There it is again. That unexpected flare of jealousy that annoys Arthur more than he cares to 
admit. He wants Merlin here now, by his side so that he can stake his claim. To assure himself that 
Merlin belongs to him. While the contract makes this irrefutable...there’s something else that 
Arthur wants. Something at the very back of his mind snickers with a tiny little part within his 
heart, and together they whisper the word ‘love.’ Arthur vehemently ignores it. 


Pendragons do not partake in something as foolish as love. 
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The gun range isn’t in one of the best places in town and the Rolls-Royce sticks out like a sore 
thumb in the less than tasteful neighbourhood. However, the fearsome dragon ornament that rests 
upon the grill acts as a good enough theft deterrent Arthur doesn’t have to pay when he enters the 
establishment.In fact, it’s the other way around: for the better part of half a decade, the stores 
within this region have been lining Pendragon pockets with protection money 


The owner, lazily listening to the radio at the counter, almost falls off his chair at the sight of 
Arthur. There’s a clumsy haste where the man tries to regain his balance as well as looking 
presentable. “‘S-sir,” he stutters, licking his lips nervously as his eyes dart and stray. “We paid up 
last week, everything’s on the due date. I--I didn’t do anything wro--“ 


He freezes, mouth slamming shut when Arthur narrows his eyes. 


“I’m here to pick up a friend,” Arthur says curtly while making a mental note to have some of the 
underlings check the place out. He knows his reputation precedes him, and striking fear into the 
hearts of many has always been a necessary part of the job. It’s to be expected and yet... Either 
this man is one of a nervous disposition or something nasty is occurring from under Arthur’s nose. 
It never hurts to be sure. 


He hears Gwaine first, mostly because it’s Gwaine and the only time he’s ever been quiet is when 
he’s out on a job. Then Arthur sees the two of them and the jealousy that surges forth almost takes 
his breath away, leaving him winded. It’s followed by a spark of anger; not at Gwaine, not even at 
Merlin, but at himself. 


“So this cutie here,” Gwaine says as he hands Merlin a gun, “Is Arthur’s favorite, the Colt .38. 
Once you get the hang of those we can move you onto bigger things. I reckon you’d look dashing 
with a rifle.” 


“Would I really need something that big?” 


“Like in other aspects of life, it’s not the size that counts, it’s how you use it. You need something 
that's quiet but has enough bulk.” Caressing Merlin’s fingers, Gwaine manoeuvres them to make 
sure that Merlin’s holding the gun correctly. “So, your posture is important as well.” Those 
calloused hands slip, trailing along Merlin’s arms, pushing at his elbows, pulling back at his 
shoulders. “More confidence, Merls. It makes you look good in front of the ladies and your aim 
more true.” 


Merlin laughs, continuing to allow Gwaine to touch him. The fact that Arthur himself has never 
heard Merlin laugh like that in his presence is a more fatal blow than any of Gwaine’s touching, 
though witnessing that isn’t a walk in the park either. The worse thing is...the worst thing is that 


Arthur knows his jealousy is unwarranted. Gwaine doesn’t possess a single disloyal bone in his 
body, and yet...seeing him like that, touching Merlin in that way, calling him “Merls.” The nasty, 
jealous thing within Arthur rears its ugly head and all that clouds his vision is a hazy, malicious 
red. 


Arthur doesn’t know what to do, but one thing’s for sure is that he needs to wash away Gwaine’s 
touch with his own as soon as possible. “Merlin!” he barks out, sounding harsher than he 
originally intended to. 


“Arthur!” Gwaine replies, all cheery and carefree. “Come look! Merlin’s a natural.” 


For a scant few seconds Arthur hates him and then hates himself for being so childish. “No body 
count then? It’s a miracle,” he muses, and even that sounds menacing. 


Seeming to sense Arthur’s mood, Merlin stares at him, somewhat curious. In the end he seems to 
ignore it in favor of the shooting range. Arthur watches as Merlin parts his legs and then shifts his 
hips and back into a fluid line as he straightens his posture. The bottom of his lip flashes white and 
then floods with color as he bites on it, eyes narrowing as he cocks the gun and takes aim. The 
shots ring out, loud and in quick succession as Merlin cocks the gun again and again until all six 
rounds are fired. 


“Let’s see how you did.” Gwaine pulls at the string above him, tugging until the paper target 
draws closer. He plucks it from the peg, looking proud. “I might be out of a job if he keeps this 
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up. 
“Beginners' Luck,” Merlin says, but there’s a glint of pride laced in his tone. 


Out of six shots, four make it within the chest area with the other two landing near the shoulder 
area. 


“So you are useful for other things.” It’s strange to admit but Arthur’s actually impressed. He can 
feel the fondness he has for Merlin growing stronger. 


The unspoken message of ‘ other than sex’ doesn’t go beyond the three of them. Biting his lip 
more harshly, Merlin’s face heats up. “Arthur,” he hisses, darting an embarrassed look towards 
Gwaine. “What’s wrong with you?” 


Arthur scowls and there’s so much he wants to say but he settles for saying nothing because he 
already know how petulant he’ll seem. Instead, he favors clenching his jaw. 


“Looks like somebody woke up on the wrong side of the bed,” Gwaine says in a futile attempt to 
ease the tense air around them. When that doesn’t work, he tries something else, his carefree voice 
suddenly ridden with a seriousness that doesn’t suit him. “The owner, did you notice anything 
fishy?” 


“T did,” Arthur says with a nod as he reaches out to grasp at Merlin’s elbow. The instant contact 
eases the constricted feeling within him and he’s not quite sure how or why. “Come on, Merlin. 
I'll be late for my meeting if you keep on dawdling.” 


Gwaine pouts, leaning against the small table where the guns rest with his arms crossed. “Fine. 
Guess I'll just stay back all my by lonesome then.” 


28K 2K ok 


“Are you sure it’s okay leave him behind?” Merlin asks as they head to the still idling Rolls-Royce 


“Tt’s a shooting range, Merlin, not a war-zone.” Arthur opens the door, shuffling Merlin in before 
he enters himself. “He’ll be fine.” 


“But you both said there was something fishy about the owner.” While Merlin doesn’t seem 
pleased when Arthur manhandles him onto his lap, he doesn’t complain or struggle.. 


“Enough about work, tell me about your day,” Arthur says as he slips his hand underneath 
Merlin’s shirt. Even through his gloves he can feel it: the warmth of Merlin’s body heat, the sharp 
firmness of bone under flesh. 


“You utter pillock. You’re running hot and cold today.” Merlin scowls and he brings a hand up to 
Arthur’s forehead. “What on earth has gotten into you?” 


“Nothing,” Arthur grits out, unhappy at the fact that even Merlin has noticed his unruly behaviour. 
His hands hike up higher, just below Merlin’s pectorals and Arthur can almost feel the soft beating 
of Merlin’s heart. 


“Tt’s something,” Merlin insists. 


Rather than supplying Merlin with an answer, Arthur undoes one the button to Merlin’s trousers 
and reaches in to cup the still flaccid cock. “No underwear,” he comments. 


“No garter or stockings either,” hisses Merlin, both incensed and aroused. 


Arthur can feel the rapid hardening of Merlin’s cock as he strokes it in his hand and it makes him 
smirk, triumphant. “Lance.” 


An opaque screen slowly rises between them, creating a pocket of privacy within the car. “Hey, 
wait--“ Merlin looks back at the plank of black and then at Arthur, realization evident on his face. 
“Arthur. We can’t do...something like that in a car!” he exclaims in a hushed whisper. 


“T beg to differ.” With Merlin still in his lap, Arthur reaches into the compartment in the chair in 
front of him and pulls out neatly wrapped package. He untangles the twine in front of Merlin and 
silken black spills out of the creased paper. 


Merlin picks up the silk, his fingers stretching out the stockings as the garter and panties fall into 
his lap. “Do you just keep them stored in every nook and cranny? You pervert. I can’t even put 
them on right now.” 


“Why not?” Arthur asks, genuinely bewildered. But that doesn't stop his hands from meandering 
along Merlin’s skin. 


“Because I’d have to move to put them on, and do you even see enough space for me to do that? 
Can you really not get off without me wearing them? You’re so strange, Arthur Pendragon.” 


Arthur leans up for a kiss and Merlin obliges. It’s a chaste kiss, a meeting of the lips; nothing more 
before Arthur finds more interest in suckling at the soft bow of Merlin’s bottom lip. He runs his 
tongue over it and feels where Merlin's been gnawing away at the tender skin. 


“Stop mauling your own lips, idiot,” Arthur scolds and he doesn’t have to look to know that 
Merlin’s rolling his eyes. 


“Make me,” Merlin goads and that’s how it’s always been, hasn’t it? Merlin goading, pushing at 
him, unknowingly tugging at the fraying strings of Arthur’s composure and self restraint. It’s 
maddening. 


At the next kiss, Merlin lets out a surprised squawk as Arthur ravishes his mouth. Innocence and 
gentility are discarded as his tongue plunges into the wet crevice, dragging along the roof of 
Merlin’s mouth before pressing down on Merlin's own tongue. 


“Off,” he growls, lips barely parted as he tugs at the fabric of Merlin’s clothes. Eventually 
frustrated with the cheap buttons of Merlin’s shirt, Arthur grips at the collar and tears. The sound 
of buttons popping in all directions cut through their heavy breathing. 


“Arse,” Merlin moans, feebly showing his displeasure at yet another one of his shirts being 
rendered useless. Though he doesn’t stop Arthur from tugging it off his shoulders. Getting rid of 
Merlin’s pants is a little bit harder, full of clumsy movements before Merlin’s finally naked. 


“Perfect,” Arthur sighs happily. His hands brace Merlin upright as his fingers press into the former 
love bites that he's created to be Merlin's constant companions Reestablishing stamps of 
possession and marks of belonging is the only way to soothe the jealous beast within Arthur. He 
kneads at Merlin’s body, clutching at his hips before making his way to cup at Merlin’s ass, 
marvelling at the dragging friction created by his gloves. 


“Arthur.” Merlin pants as he brings his hands up against Arthur’s chest, bracing himself as he rests 
his forehead on the leather seat by Arthur’s head. 


Arthur can feel his own cock stiffening and straining against the confines of his trousers as he 
listens to the noises Merlin makes. “Gods,” He says thickly, voice tight when his fingers tease at 
the rim of Merlin’s hole, rubbing at the pliant muscle before slipping inside. Merlin’s still wet, 
slick with lubricant and come from the night before. 


Merlin writhes at the fingers inside him, keening out the name “Arthur,” in his neediness. Arthur 
wants to hear it again and again, listen to Merlin say his name over and over like a broken record. 


“Darling,” Arthur chides when Merlin attempts to draw closer and rub his erection against 
Arthur’s suit. “Can’t have you dirtying my clothes, can we?” Arthur huffs, withdrawing his 
fingers to retrieve the stockings and garter. 


“What are you doing?” Pupils dilated in pleasure, Merlin watches as Arthur ties a garter strap 
around the base of his cock and balls. 


“Being innovative,” Arthur hums, trailing his finger along Merlin’s cock, teasing the slit and 
further soiling his leather clad fingers. The black of the gloves and garter strap contrast nicely with 
the flushed pink of Merlin’s straining cock. 


“Stop. Teasing,” Merlin pants out, breath ragged. His cock pulses from the strain as he tries to 
control the buckling of his hips 


“Lips, Merlin.” It makes Arthur smirk when he sees Merlin consciously refrains from biting his 
lip, clutching at Arthur’s shirt in compensation. “Give me your hands,” he orders, picking up one 
of the stockings. He pries at Merlin’s fingers to untangle them from his suit. “Can’t have myself 
looking crass at a meeting, can I?” he teases, tying Merlin’s hands firmly behind his back. 


Merlin grunts as pulls at the bindings, looking surprised when they actually hold. “So why are we 
even doing this now?” he moans, exasperated as he squirms in Arthur’s lap. 


“Because we can,” Arthur says, as if it’s that simple, and to him, it is. Merlin belongs to him, so 

why shouldn’t he be able to glut himself whenever he wishes? It’s almost with relief, that Arthur 
finally pulls off the gloves. He unbuckles his belt and mentally curses the abundance of obstacles 
in the way of his cock. As he unbuttons the fly to his pants, he pulls at the hem of his underwear 


to expose himself. He grips at the base of his cock, looking at Merlin expectantly. 


“Horn ball,” Merlin grumbles as he sits up, hovering over Arthur’s cock. Letting out a shuddering 
breath, Merlin licks his lip and then it’s an agonisingly slow pace as he slowly sinks down. 


“Christ,” Arthur moans when the slicked up warmth of Merlin’s body clenches around him. It’s 
taking everything in Arthur’s power to not throw Merlin onto his back and pounds into him until 
they’re both debauched and listless. “Don’t you dare spend before me,” he orders, one hand 
gripping into Merlin’s hip. The other hand...the other hand reaches to partially wind down the 
window closest to them. 


The soft breeze that whooshes past them is what makes Merlin takes notice. “Arthur!” he 
exclaims, struggling against Arthur. But all that does is make his muscles clench at cock inside 
him. 


“Someone will see us,” he moans, bending down to hide his face in the crook of Arthur’s neck. 
“God, you’re such a prat. Such a bloody pra--“ his voice hitches and ends in a wanton moan as 
Arthur thrusts his hips upward only once. “Keep moving, damn you,” Merlin whimpers when 
Arthur then stops and does nothing but sit there with a smirk on his face 


There’s still one stocking left and Arthur mulls over what to do with it for a scant second before it 
hits him. “Merlin, look at me.” 


Even though Merlin huffs and continues to shoot worried looks at the opened window, he does as 
he’s told while eyeing Arthur suspiciously. 


“T figured out a way to stop you from abusing your lips.” Bringing the stocking to Merlin’s mouth, 
Arthur gently eases the silk between those ravished lips, trailing the delicate fabric along his sharp 
cheekbones. Arthur knots the ends of the stockings together, taking extra care to ensure that none 
of Merlin’s hair gets caught. “Lovely,” he practically purrs, kissing at Merlin’s parted lips. 


Merlin rolls his eyes dramatically and Arthur sees it a fitting punishment to lift Merlin up, dropping 
him and letting him slide back down on Arthur’s erection. 


“You’re so lovely, darling,” Arthur coos breathlessly as he finally, finally begins to fuck Merlin as 
rough as he’s able to in the position they’re in. It has Merlin practically bouncing in his lap, the 
slick slide of skin and rough contact of his ass against Arthur’s lap creating obscene noises that fill 
the car. 


Merlin’s cries are muffled and yet still so loud; they make his chest vibrate, and in his pleasure he 
forgets about the state of his mouth. Arthur watches, rapt as the silk stocking becomes darker in 
shade, wet with Merlin’s saliva. 


“You’re mine,” he grunts, becoming more forceful in his thrusts, his grip on Merlin’s ass tight. 
Arthur knows that later, he’II find bruises in the shape of his fingers, perfect against pale flesh. 
“Aren’t you, darling? Never forget that, your body, soul, every fibre of your being is mine.” 


Merlin nods, sweat glistening near his brow, his eyes glazed over in pleasure. He nods again, 
silently agreeing as he leans forward to nuzzle at Arthur’s cheek, and then, his neck. Suddenly 
there’s a sharp flare of pain on the side of Arthur’s neck as Merlin bites him just above the collar 
of his shirt. The shock of it has Arthur bringing his hand up, tugging at soft tresses of hair on the 
nape of Merlin’s neck as he pulls. “Merlin,” he says, voice low and dangerous. 


The strain of Arthur’s grip has Merlin arching his neck, Adam’s apple bobbing furiously as he 
gnaws on the stocking in a silent request for its removal. He practically spits it out when Arthur 


untangles the knot.“You-- You cabbage-headed idiot!’ Merlin blurts out, voice raspy and wet. 
“Y ou’re jealous?! That’s what all the fuss is about? What do you even have to be jealous of?” 


He looks at Arthur as if he’s lost his mind. Maybe Arthur has, though he knows if anything, the 
cause of his insanity is the due to the man he’s currently fucking. “I don’t share.” With a sudden 
surge of force Arthur pushes Merlin onto the seat next to him. He re-enters Merli without any 
warning, almost spending at the high pitched yelp that Merlin lets out. 


“Arthur!” Merlin cries out as he’s pushed further into the leather seats. Arthur fucks him with 
enough force to have him jostling up and down the leather. Arthur’s desperate to hear it again, to 
know that Merlin’s in such a state because of him. So Arthur pounds into him relentlessly, chasing 
his own orgasm as he draws nearer to completion. When he does come, Arthur lets out a 
pleasured moan, biting down on Merlin’s shoulder as he spills his come within Merlin’s tight heat. 


“Urgh.” Merlin groans, panting and sweaty against the seat, his breath hitching when Arthur pulls 
out his spent cock. “I won’t be able to ever look at Lance in the eye again, you arse.” 


“Small price to pay.” Arthur muses as he massages the globes of Merlin’s ass, pulling at the 
cheeks to reveal the puckered hole, reddened and oozing out come. 


“Finish me off,” Merlin says, though he’s in no position to make demands. 


“Merlin,” Arthur drawls in reply. He’s ignores Merlin’s indignant cries in favor of watching the 
tantalizing sight of come dribbling from Merlin’s hole and running down his perineum and balls. 
“Do you really think I'd allow that? After the stunt you just pulled?” 


Arthur can still feel it, the soft pulsing ache of where Merlin bit him, and it resonates like a 
lingering note. 


“You were being a prat,” Merlin reasons as he ruts against the leather, trying to bring himself off. 
He lets out a frustrated whimper when he realizes the garter is still there and his arms are still 
bound. 


The tiny knock on the window makes them both realize that the car has come to a stop, though 
Arthur doesn’t know for how long. 


“Sir,” Lance coughs, sounding painfully embarrassed as he tries not to peer into the gap of the 
window. “We’re here.” 


“We'll continue this later,’ Arthur promises as he tucks himself back into his trousers. Running his 
fingers through Merlin’s sweat tousled hair, Arthur leans down to place a kiss at Merlin’s temple. 
“If you’re good.” 


“No, wait. Arthur,” Merlin begs. But his attempts go ignored as Arthur exits the car, leaving the 
windows still partially open as he shuts the door. 


“Go for a drive. Anywhere,” Arthur orders and he wonders how Merlin’s feeling at the moment. 
If the possibility of being seen or caught by passers-by makes his heart pound more in excitement 
and fear. If he’ ll still be needy and wanting when Arthur returns. Arthur pats himself down, 
realizing that he’s left his coat in the car and with that his lighter and cigars. He doesn’t mind; the 
meeting shouldn’t be too long and he’s still on his sex high to care too much. “Ill be done in 
twenty minutes. Be sure to be back by then.” 


“Yes sir,” Lance says with a nod of his head, doing as he’s told and returning to the driver’s seat. 


Arthur watches the car drive off, turning into the next block before walks to his meeting. There’s a 


bounce in his step and the sense of triumph swells within his chest. Stubbornly, he ignores the 
tiny, almost non-existent voice of insecurity that tells him while he does indeed own Merlin, it’s 
nothing more than an agreement written on paper. No matter how binding the contract between 
them, it’s only a flimsy piece of paper that keeps them connected and he tells himself that’s 
enough for now. Though he knows that it’s not. Not at all. 
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